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E: Personal Testimony of L.M,

In 1995 my husband and I owned a successful floral wholesale business,
our home, two automobiles and had money in savxngs. We felt that we had
a good marriage. We looked forward to retiring in a few years,
-_cu*nxﬂg to Louisiana to be near our children, our family and

to begin to enjoy more leisure time together. We both worked long, hard

nours, often into the evening and on week-ends. %We had an excellent
credit rating and had the respect of all who knew us.

In the peginning of 1997 we were separazed, the business was failing,
cur savings were gone, our home was being forsclosed on, one car was
beir. rz-jussessed, the other car had bsen sold fer cash, without my
signature, our life insurance policy haé zeen cashed in, and the house

no longer had furnicure in i:z. MNumerous cradit cards had been obtained,
maxed out, some of these were obtained :r udulently, all without my
mmowledge. Numerous finance companies wera ac:emoting to collect money
“4e owed them. All of these charges wers made without my knowledge, some
ocbtained by forgery of my name. Local tanks were attampting to collec:
for overdrawn checks. The casinos in T Mississippi were
attempting to collect for NSF checks, several thousands worth. The
security doors on ouxr home had teen remcved, probably sold for cash.
BuSLPess debts had been unpaid for monzzs and my huszand had

ed. Because, you see, sometime cu ring the year of 1996, my
d become involved in gambling.

r
hussa 1d ha

ies, the deceit, the betraval, thes 1 ngths this person went to in

e 1 a
order to cover his activities, to deny ni5 actions was unbelievable. I
lived in fear daily, due to his agitazicn and his ouchursts of
7iolence. I haven’t the words zo descrizes che hell that life became on
a daily basis. He told me once that he was robbed wiile delivering
Ilowers and another time that his merchazdise had been stolen from his
renicle. One story was that he was car-jacked by knifepoint, forced co
cérive to Brinkley, Arkansas whers he was stabbed, robbed of $900.00 an
left in a cotton field while they drove away in his van. According to

is story the van was later found in Brinxley and recurned to him by the
“Ollce He used money from our business Zor gambling, often while he
was supposed to be making deliveries to customers. Cur books showed

profits, but the money just wasn't there, Had he worked for someone
else, this would have been called e zz Thers was evidence of
h er als gamnl-ng began. Prior to

-

e use of alcohol and drugs also, a
hat time he had nine vears of sobriety in a recovery program. There
emed to te a direct connection, to he gampling, of his return to the
e

of mood altering chemicais

-% Augusz of 1997 I was in banxruptcy csur:, even though I personally
ver made a debt that I failed to pay, nor was T every guilty of

.2
writing a check if I did not have sufficisnt funds ro cover
it In October of that same year I was granced a divorce by default,



meaning all attempts to locate my husband had failed.

“hen what happened to me, happens in a community, who suffers?

Families? Children? Small businesses? I often wonder what impact my
personal sicuation had on those persons whese survival depended on money
we owed them-and failed to pay. How dces one find a way to pick oneself
up and star: over? How many turn to suicide? How many turn to theft?
To even greater crimes, such as robbery? Murder? Embezzlement? To
alcohol? To drugs?

I know how it feels to lose practically everyching over night. If it
were not for my faith in God and my strong suzvival instincts, I would
not be here today. The shock of finding all of this out in one day,
then the struggle to survive one day, one momen: at a time, seemed at
times, larger than me, larger than I could handle. My greatest loss, I
sometimes feel, is the loss of my trust. Trust in myself and trust of
others.

Several months ago he contacted me, in an attempt to make amends for
what he had done to me. He stated that he had lost the best things in
his life and that he knew what he was losing, vet he was unable to stop
himself. He shared his struggle of living daily with the xnowledge of
what he did and of not being able to change it. He also shared his
feelings of shame and guilt for his acrions.

cently retired, I am a mother and a grandmother. When I see

t this has had on my family, I wonder, *Wha: message are we

giving our children?" How can we teach them about values, about work
thics and vet support something so opposed o all that is good in life?



